launched in October, and with it came the Deluge. A
very gratifying Deluge, Letters of congratulation.
Crowds in the streets. Superlatives in the Press. I was
told, on all sides, that I had done "a big thing" and that a
peerage was the least I could expect from a grateful
monarch. I was also congratulated upon my uncanny
shrewdness in slapping on a strong patriotic play two
weeks before a general election which was bound to
result in a sweeping Conservative majority, (Here I
must regretfully admit that during rehearsals I was so
very much occupied in the theatre and, as usual, so
bleakly uninterested in politics that I had not the
remotest idea, until a few days before production, that
there was going to be an election at all! However, there
was, and its effect on the box office was considerable.)
The excitement continued for the two weeks that 1
remained in London after the play had opened, and I
left for South America, flushed with heroism and
extremely tired. I could relax on the boat and reflect
that although it was undoubtedly very pleasant to read
in the Press that my country was proud of me, I had
escaped the grave danger of taking the idea seriously.
True there had been a few uneasy highbrows who had
deplored my fall from sophisticated wit into the bathos
of jingoism, and had even gone so far as to suggest that
the whole thing was a wily commercial trick, conceived*
written, and produced in a spirit of cynical mockery,
with my tongue fairly wedged in my cheek, but these
shrill small voices were drowned out by the general
ttumpctings of praise,
The only thing that escaped notice in the uproar was
the fact that Cwpkadt) apart from its appeal as a spectacle
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